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"Brilliant, just brilliant! 1 is unfortunate the chairman of 
the eign. Committee wasn't prudent in his choice of words 
when the subject of a football coach arose during the School 
Board Meeting of June lst. To say, "I don't get excited a- 
pout football" has a connotation of indifference. The Bell- 
ingham Varsity Football Team is one of the strongest ral- 
lying points for the majority of students at Bellingham 
High. (Surely Mr. Tetreault is aware of this.) It not 

only involves the players, the marching bands, the cheer- 
leaders and the student populations as such, but their par- 
ents also. All these people become participants in an acti 
vity which is an intrinsical and worthwhile part of high 
school life. It would be interesting to observe the reac- 
tion of Mr. Tetreault if he and the School Board were to pre- 
sent a program they had worked diligently on to the student 
body and it was received by the students with the same "I 
don't get excited attitude." 


Revolution "This Country with it's institutions, belongs to 
the people who inhabit it. Whenever they shall 

grow weary of the existing government, they can exercise 

their Constitutional Right of amending it, or their revo- 

lutionary right to dismember or overthrow it." 

Karl Marx? No, the statement was made during Abraham Lin- 

coln's First Inaugural Address in 1861! 
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It’s your money 


A long-forgotten uncle died, and willed you one million dollars. You have 
been reasonably successful through the years, but a million dollars in one 
lump sum is a trifle more than you’re used to. 

So you begin looking for a sate place to invest that new-found wealth. You 
want a fair return, a hedge against inflation, and something that won’t go up 
in smoke at the first sign of economic softness. 

A friend tells you about an old, very large company with the largest dis- 
tribution network in the world. This company’s competitors are so few and so 
weak that it almost can be said that it operates as a true monopoly. 

_ You’re interested; but, being prudent, you come to me for advice. I’m 
your stock broker. I do my research, and report back: 

‘That company is old; it has been doing business for about two centuries. 
But some of its plants are almost as old as the company itself. The one in 
your town, for example, was built before the Civil War and hasn’t seen a 
stick of modernization since.” 

‘*How about machinery and equipment?” you ask. 

‘All pretty old, too,” I answer. 

‘‘Not long ago, in one of the company’s major plants, over 10 million pieces 
of customer goods went undelivered for three weeks—because of equipment 
failure. Old Ben Franklin himself invented the company’s most important 
piece of machinery; and it looks and runs today pretty much the way it did 
the day it came off of Ben’s drawing board.” 

“Now,” you ask, “chow about management, and personnel?” 

‘This one is easy,” I answer. ““The company is run by a constantly changing 
board of part time overseers who know little or nothing about the business. 
The company has been so crippled by bad management that a recent presi- 
dent said that he was in a constant race with catastrophe. Petty rules and 
regulations—and bad politics—have stymied all attempts at progress. 

‘‘Employee morale is so low that turnover averages 23% every year. A man 
or woman taking a job with this company literally forfeits his future. More 
than 60% of the workers wind up—after 20, 30, and even 40 years—with ex- 
actly the same job at which they started. 

‘‘And now finances,” I continue, without waiting for the next most obvious 
question. ‘““The company lost $1 billion last year, and $16 billion over the past 
10 years. The experts say it will lose another $16 billion, at least, over the 
next 10 years. 

By now, of course, you have lost all interest in this company as an in- 
vestment possibility. 

Unfortunately, for you, the one million dollars I willed -you in the first 
paragraph of this essay was completely fictitious. Even more unfortunately, 
for all of us, the company used in the illustration is not fictitious. | 

It is the United States Post Office. 

Won't you please support postal reform? ~~ Hardware Age. 


Some of our Town Officials have announce 
Come now. ed "summer hours," and will meet every 
other week. We don't know how this practice came about, but 


it's pretty bad when the people we elect can't at least do 
one night a week on «(vans core Pan me ee ee 


a FARM FRESH MILK....... 


the job they cam- 
paigned like the 
very devil for. You 
will note that when 
election time rolls 
around, no one says 
anything about any 
"summer hours." , 
Perhaps new candi- 
dates for future 
elections could pro- 
mise us meetings on 
a regular basis in- 
stead of the system 
we now have to live 
with. 


CITY DAIRY AND GREAT 
OAK FARMS MILK .ccccce 


AT ALL HETTER STORES .«: 
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RED PINE DAIRY 
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qHIS IS ITI! 
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When you want the 


CLS” 


your only source is 


bit r wen 


HH WH Paw 


JOE'S DRIVEWAY REPAIR 
20 A MECHANIC STREET 


ROCKLEDGE FARM 
81 NORTH MAIN STREET 


BELLINGHAM, MASS. 


BELLINGHAM, MASS. Phone 966-0616 or 966-9707 
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Down Memory Lane For years, "The Old Oaken Bucket" 


used to be sung ih our schools all 
over the nation. It was composed in 1818 by Samual Wood- 
worth who was very friendly with the minister of the Cen- 
ter Baptist Church,,Rev. Nehemiah Lovell, who lived in the 
Baptist Farsonage on Mendon Street, now the home of our 
plumbing inspector, Thomas Heavey- Mr. Woodworth rewrote 
the song in his own handwriting as a favor for his old 
friend while visiting in Bellingham, and that manuscript 
was willed by the decendents of the Lovell Family to Brown 
University and the Center Baptist Church has a photo-static 
copy of it. According to John Lundvall, historian of the 
Church, the composer of this famous song was. in Bellingham 
between the years of 1840 or 1842. 


Few people realize how much history and tradition there is 
in Bellingham, and in future issues of Crimpville Corments, 


THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET 
Words by Samuel Woodworth 


How dear to this heart are the scenes 
of my childhood, 
When fond recollection presents them 
to view, 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep 
tangled wildwood 
And ev’ry loved spot which my infancy 
knew. 
The wide-spreading stream, the mill 
that stood by it, 
The bridge and the rock where the 
cataract fell; 
The cot of my father, the dairy-house 
night it, 
And e’en the rude bucket that hung 
in the well 


Chorus: 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound 


bucket 
The moss-cover'd bucket that hung in 


the well. 


The moss-covered bucket I hail as a 
treasure, 
For often at noon, when returned 
from the field. 


we hope to bring out more historical facts. 


At 


I found it the source of an exquisite 
pleasure, 
The purest and sweetest that nature 
can yield, 
How ardent I seized it with hands that 
were glowing! 
And quick to the white-pebbled bottom 
it fell; 
Then soon with the emblem of truth 
overflowing; 
And dripping with coolness it rose 
from the well. 


How sweet from the green mossy brim 
to receive it, 
As poised on the curb it reclined to 
my lips! 
Not a full flowing goblet could tempt me 
to leave it, 
‘Though fill’d with the nectar that 
Jupiter sips, . 
And now far removed from the loved 
Situation, 
The* tear of regret will intrusively 
swell; 
As fancy reverts to my father’s 
plantation, 
And sighs for the bucket that hung in 
the well. 


